




a 


hi 


? 0 

The profits yet to come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello and DefiJetnotn, 

Enter Iago. « 

v f. Welcome Iago,wc mud to the watch. 
lag. Notthis houre Leiutcnant,tis not yet ten aclock jour Gc- 
nerallcaft vs thus early for the louc of his Defdemna. who let vs 
not therefore blame,hee hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and (lie is fport tor / one. 

Caf. SheisamoftexquificeLady. 
lag. And lie warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeede fhc is a molt frelh and delicate creature. 
lag. What an eye (lie has? 

Me thinkes it founds a p3rly of proiiocation. 

Caf. An inuitfng eye, and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
lag. And when flic fpeakes,tis an alarmc to loue. 

Caf. I c is indeede perfeftion. 

lag. We!i,happinefle to their flieetes — come Leiutenant, I 
haue a (tope of Wine, and hecre without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blacke 
Othello. ' 

Caf. Not to nighr.good Iago ; I haue very poo re and vnhappy 
braines f or drinking: 1 could well wifli courtefie would inuent Come 
other cuftome of entcitaincment. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : Tie drink for you. 
Caf. I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innnuation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity , and dare nottaske my weakeneffe with 
anymore. 

taq. What man, tis a night of Reuells,theGallantsdenre it, 
Caf. Where arc they ? 
lag. Here at thedorc,I pray you call them in. 

Caf.Yk do't,biit it diflikes me. 
lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him. 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hce’U be as full of qi.arrell and offence. 

As my young miftris dog •• Now my ficke fool zRoacrigo, 
Whom loue lias turn’d almoft the wrong fide outward. 


Exit, 


X L be JVloore of Venice. 

To J Defdmona,\)2Lth tonight carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,and bee's to watch 
Three lads of Cypres, noble fwelling fpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary dittancr* 

The very Elemcrts of this warlike Iflc, 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now mongft this flocke ofdrunkards, 

I am to put our Cafsio in fomc a&ion, 

That may offend the Ifle; Enter UonttniOyCiL&to, 

But here they come : and others* 

Ifconfequence doe but opproouemy dreamc. 

My boate fades frcely,both with winde and ftreame. 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not paft a pint, 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho : 

And let me the Cannikin clwke,cltnke y 
And let me the Cannikin clink* flinke : 

A Souldiers a man^ a Itfes but a fpan y 

why then let a fouldier drink*. — Some wine boyes, 

Caf Fore G od an excellent fong. 

lag. I learned it in England , where indeed they are mod potent 
in potting : your Dane, your Germaine^nd your fwag-bellied Hol- 
lander. ; drinke ho,are nothing to your Engliflo. 

Caf Is your Englifh man fo expert in his drinking? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,your Dane dead drunke: 
he fwcats not to oucr throw your Almaine\ he giues your Hollander 
a vomit, ere the next pottle can be fild* 

€af T o the health of our Generali. 

Men. I am for ic Leiutenant^and I will doe you iuftke. 
lagi O fwecie England , - — King Stephen was a worthy peere. 
His breeches coft him but a crownc y 
He held 'em fixpence all too deere y 
Wish that he cald the Taylor lowne \ 

He was a wight of high renown* y 
And thou art but of low degree , 

T is pride that puls the Countrey downe y 

Then take thine owd clcke about thee. ... S ome wine ho. 

E 4 Caf. 
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